THE    DERSINGHAMS    AT    HOME         135
for vou. Do read it, Mrs. Trape."
The claret decanter murmured that it would love to
read it, and asked what the name of the book was, so that
it might put it down on its library list.
"I'll tell you the title in a moment/* and Mrs, Pear-
son, bringing her curls to rest, bit her lip reflectively.
"Now how stupid of me! Do you know, I can't re-
member. It's a very striking title, too, and that's what
made me take it when the girl at the library showed it
to me. Now isn't that silly of me?''
"I can never remember the titles either," Mr. Dersing-
ham assured her heartily. "What was the name of the
chap who wrote it? Was it a man or a woman?"
"I think it was a man's name, in fact, I'm nearly sure
it was. It was quite a common name, too. Something
like Wilson. No, it wasn't, it was Wilkinson. Walter,
do you remember the name of the author of that book
I'm reading? Wasn't it Wilkinson?"
"You're thinking of the man that came to mend the
wireless set," Mr. Pearson replied, shooting his long neck
at her.  "That was Wilkinson. You know the people,
Dersingham—the electricians in Earl's Court Road?"
"Oh, so it was. How silly of me!"
"Tee-tee-tee-tee-tee."
Mrs. Pearson smiled vaguely but amiably, then said:
"So you see, I can't tell you now, but I'll tell Mrs. Der-
singham in the morning and then she can tell you."
A sudden silence fell on the table at that moment,
perhaps because there was a sort of scratching sound at
the door, which opened, but only about an inch or two.
That silence was shattered by the most appalling crash
oi breaking crockery, followed by a short sharp wail.
Then silence again for one sinking moment. Th$ cutlets

